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	1. 1 - The Day My Life Changed

**HELLO! So, this is far from my first fic, however it is my first Marvel Universe fic. It won't be my last, though (duh, this is only the first book. There's SO much left to do after this). I wasn't actually intending on posting this - I was just writing it because I am currently going through a serious Winter Soldier obsession stage and I had to let out some steam. If anything, writing just made it worse. But, yeah, I wrote this and decided I might as well post it.**

**I will admit this is a girl-falls-into-Marvel fic, however since she immediately falls into the hands of Hydra, she won't remember she's from a different world for most of the story.**

**Also, the first few chapters are gonna skip over training and stuff quite quickly. I think I've got all the necessary time frames in the writing, but if you get confused, just ask.**

**For those of you reading this who are also reading On the Road Again, don't worry, I'm still writing that, and updates will continue as normal. I'm just doing this alongside it.**

* * *

><p><strong>Disclaimer: I only own Daphne and Kaia. Although I would be over-the-moon if I could take over rights for Bucky, too.<strong>

* * *

><p><strong>We're All Stories in the End<strong>

**1 - The Day My Life Changed**

My name is Daphne Sparrow. But you'll probably come to know me best as Silverthorn, or just Silver.

When I was sixteen, the impossible happened. I was dragged away from my world by a force I can't comprehend even to this day. I still don't know what happened. All I know is that, whatever the reason for me being dumped here, I can never regret it. Not ever. Because in the end, my dreams became my reality. The stories I'd come to love became part of my life. Yeah, I regret what I did sometimes, but in the end I know that they were only part of the reason I became who I am. And I like who I am, so my past doesn't bother me too much.

Well, where shall I begin? The beginning, I suppose.

Like I said, everything changed when I was sixteen. Up until that point I was pretty happy. I had great friends, an awesome family, and was doing well in school. Although I had problems with my health (most frequently I had problems with fainting for no apparent reason), I was fairly content.

Then one weekend, when I came home with my best friend, Kaia, things changed. Kaia was like my sister (we even looked kind of alike). In fact, she was more than my sister - for those of you out there who are fans of The Mortal Instruments and The Infernal Devices, you will know what I mean when I say she was my _parabatai_. For those who don't, Kaia was someone who I would fight beside until my last breath. And indeed, I would have been willing to sacrifice my own life for hers. Not that I ever had the chance.

Not to mention the both of us were major book freaks and had similar interests.

Kaia was the warrior of the two of us: she could shoot, both with a bow and with a rifle. She had a good eye too, and was rather intelligent. However, in the grand scheme of things, my mind was quicker, it retained information far easier, and could make subtle links that Kaia's couldn't. As it were, she was the brawn and I was the brain in our dynamic duo.

But that weekend we were having a movie night (or two). We were going to watch all the Marvel movies I had, in order. My parents were out for the weekend, and with my older brother in university, we had the house to ourselves from Friday through to Sunday.

By the time it was midnight on Friday (well, Saturday technically), we were had just finished watching The Avengers, having already gone through Captain America, Iron Man 1 and 2, and Thor.

Kaia stretched, yawning widely. "Okay, I'm tired now. Can we go to bed?"

I chuckled. "We can go to bed whenever you want - you don't have to ask."

Kaia grinned. "So does that mean this is my house now, too? 'Cause I thought you said you were the one to make the decisions, since it's your house."

"I _do_ make the decisions," I retorted calmly. "I've just decided that whoever gets tired first can be the one to dictate at what time we go to bed."

Kaia blinked, then groaned. "It's too late for wordiness. Shut up for a few hours, and then you can do that in the morning."

"You're worse in the morning than at night," I pointed out with a laugh.

Kaia shrugged. "Pot-a-to, pot-ah-to," she grumbled, before curling up onto the sofa. "I can't be bothered to go upstairs - I'm gonna sleep here for the night."

Rolling my eyes, I asked, "Do you at least want a blanket?"

"No, your blankets are really scratchy," Kaia mumbled, before her eyes shut and she let out a snore.

Laughing to myself silently, I got up quickly and turned off the light, before moving back to the sofa I had claimed and copying my best friend. It took me a while to fall asleep, because the thought of tomorrow with even _more_ Marvel movies was really getting me pumped. Eventually though, I fell asleep.

* * *

><p>The next morning followed pretty much the same as the night before - more movies. We had at least managed to drag ourselves up two flights of stairs to my bedroom so we could get changed, though neither of us put much effort into it. Kaia wore a pair of blue skinny jeans, a stripy blue and white t-shirt, and a purple jacket over the top. I picked out my black skinny jeans, a black, floaty tank top with white flowers printed on it, and a light grey cardigan.<p>

It was during The Winter Soldier that things became weird. Part of the way through the movie, the screen froze. The image of Alexander Pierce in his kitchen with a carton of milk in his hand stayed there, but the dialogue continued.

"_Our window is limited_," Pierce said. "_Where is Silver?_"

"S_he'll be here,_" the Winter Soldier answered.

"I don't remember this bit," I said with a frown.

"_That doesn't answer my question, Soldier._"

"No, this is definitely not part of the original script," Kaia agreed, frowning also. "What's happening?"

There was silence both from the girls and from the TV, before the screen started to crackle with blue light. "Kaia..." I murmured, edging closer to her. Kaia copied, grabbing at my hand and squeezing tightly. We both let out loud yelps as the screen exploded in a bright blue light, before we were both knocked out of our seats.

When I landed, the floor was not the beige carpet I was expecting, but instead it was cold, grey concrete.

"The hell...?" Kaia muttered, sitting up and glancing around her. I did the same, noticing the tatty but tall building that surrounded us. We appeared to be in some kind of courtyard.

"I don't think we're in Kansas anymore," I said, before noticing that a group of about twenty armed men dressed completely in black were racing towards us with guns in their hands. "Oh, shit!"

Kaia and I jumped to our feet, standing back-to-back on instinct, so we were covered from angles and so, between the two of us, we could see each of the men pointing the barrels of their guns at us.

"Get on your knees!" one of the men shouted, stepping forward. Both of us hesitated. "Get on your knees, now!" Slowly, we sunk down, each of us scrambling to grasp hold of the other's hand. When we finally managed to interlock our fingers, we squeezed each other's hands hard, drawing comfort from the other whilst also offering support. A barrel appeared in front of my face. "Who are you?" the man asked. He had dark hair and dark eyes, which were in that moment narrowed dangerously.

"My name is Daphne Sparrow," I answered, in a voice far stronger than I expected. I suppose all those drama lessons finally came in handy. "That's Kaia Ashfield."

"What are you doing here?"

"I wish we knew," Kaia answered coldly. "We were supposed to be having a movie weekend, for God's sake!"

I groaned. "Kaia, calm down," I said sternly. "Yelling at the guy pointing a gun at us probably isn't the best idea right now."

Behind me, I could feeling Kaia shrugging. "We're teenagers - not exactly a threat, are we?"

"And you honestly think they're just going to take our word on that?" I asked in exasperation. I shook my head, only to freeze when the barrel of a gun was pressed directly against my skull.

"Lower your weapons, men," a new voice said, one I thought I recognised for a moment. I glanced up to see a man with greying hair strolling towards us. He smirked. "It would seem we've come across a rather fortunate occurrence," he said as he took my face in his hand. His grip was firm, but it didn't hurt. Still, I couldn't help but send him the harshest glare I could muster. "What was your name?"

"Daphne Sparrow," I replied, gritting my teeth in order to bite back the spew of curses and insults that were pushing to be released.

"I am Christopher Pierce."

"What do you want with us? Why are we a 'fortunate occurrence', or whatever it was you said?"

Pierce chuckled. "Such fire, child," he said with a smile. "Yes, I think you'll do nicely. But what about your friend here?"

"You can go to hell, you piece of shit!" Kaia shouted, and I wanted to smack her over the head. As it was, I was so terrified she might be hurt for yelling at him, I simply squeezed her hand even tighter.

Luckily, Pierce seemed amused by her attitude. "Another fighter," he mused. He looked between the two. "Are you sisters?"

"No," I answered truthfully.

"_Parabatai_, actually," Kaia added with a smirk. Pierce sent her a confused look, but she just smirked even more and fell silent, clearly relishing in knowing something he didn't.

"Well," Pierce said at length, "I think we can make use of you. Have to use whatever resources we can find, am I right? And when two perfectly _pliable_ girls are dropped at my feet, I'm not going to kick them away."

"You know," I said condescendingly, glaring at him when he looked me coldly in the eyes, "if you think you can drag us into your stupid little operation, by force, then you've another thing coming, buddy."

Pierce's face grew hard. "Perhaps you ought to practice keeping your tongue in check, Miss Sparrow. Wouldn't want to lose it, would you?"

"You touch her and I'll make sure you spend the rest of your life regretting it," Kaia growled.

Pierce ignored her, instead turning to one of his men. "Get them inside," he ordered. "Put them in separate rooms and make sure they have no idea where they are. I want them both trained as fast as possible. If needs be, introduce them to the asset."

* * *

><p>I was left alone for hours. The room I was in had been left completely dark, without even the barest hint of light. I hated it. I wasn't scared of the dark. I wasn't scared of being alone. But after working out where I was - the shock of my situation hadn't set in yet, but I knew it was only a matter of time - and not knowing what was happening to Kaia had me constantly pacing up and down the length of my cell. Before the door closed and I was locked in this room, I saw a red picture painted on my wall. A ring, a skull, and some tentacles. I was in a Hydra base. Impossible, since Hydra was from a story, and yet I couldn't help but believe the impossible. And after that, I made the leap that Mr Christopher Pierce was probably Alexander Pierce's father, or at least a close relation.<p>

An initial wander around the room gave me a rough idea of its size, whilst also informing me that the only thing in there furniture-wise was a crappy bed that wasn't even big enough to be called a single. It was just a piece of stretched fabric across some metal bars. I truly was in a cell if they could only give me a stupid hospital bed to sleep on.

By my reckoning it must have been close to midnight by the time the door finally opened. I hadn't even bothered to attempt an escape - it wouldn't result in anything remotely fruitful, so what was the point in wasting what little energy I already had?

I lifted my head to see Pierce, the yellow light in the room behind him seeming blinding after hours of total darkness. "I do hope you plan on feeding me at some point," I said through a tight, dehydrated throat. "Only, I can't imagine I'll be much used to you either malnourished or dead, and you seemed rather adamant that we become of use to you earlier."

Pierce chuckled. "You still have that spark, I see." He shook his head, before waving his hand. A metal chair was brought in by some guy dressed in (surprise, surprise) black, who then quickly disappeared. Pierce settled himself on the chair. "I'm going to ask you a few questions, if that's alright, Daphne."

I snorted. "I don't see why you even bother to ask - you'll just do it anyway." I sighed and perched on my poor excuse for a bed. "Well, fire away."

"How old are you?"

"Sixteen."

"Birthday?"

"September 11th. At 7:10am, if you really want to know."

Pierce smiled slightly. "Family?"

"An older brother called Cormac, my mother, Isolde, and my father, Darren," I answered. I figured it was safe to tell him of my family, considering they were off in another world probably not even noticing Kaia and I were gone.

Huh... What a depressing thought...

"And what can you tell me about you, Daphne?" Pierce asked, folding his hands on his lap.

"What do you want to know?"

He shrugged. "Anything. Everything."

I stared at him for a while, before shrugging also. "Well, let's see. I was born in a small town in Devon, England, though most of my family are from the other side of the country. Went to two different primary schools, am currently in high school about to take my final exams. Well..." I frowned. "Something tells me that's not on the agenda anymore." I shrugged again. "I like reading, writing, drawing and I kind of know how to play the guitar. At school I was hands-down best at maths, though geography was a close second, followed I would say by English." I paused, thinking. "I dunno what else there is to say, really," I admitted. "I had a decent life but it was hardly very interesting.

"Any medical issues?" Pierce asked.

"Well, I have an issue with passing out at random times but other than that..."

"Random times?" Pierce echoed, raising an eyebrow.

I nodded. "Yeah, it's a bit of a mystery. I've seen my doctor several times and even went to see a paediatrician... Still don't know what the problem is. I've got nothing medically wrong with me and apparently my blood pressure is spot on. Honestly, no one has any idea."

"And how long has this been going on?"

"Since December 2013. So about two and a half years."

Pierce paused, staring at me for a moment. "Say that again," he said quietly.

"Since December 2013," I repeated, frowning. "Why, what's wrong?"

Pierce was silent for a long time. Then he said, "Daphne, it's 1953."


	2. 2 - My Nocturnal Visitor

**2 - My Nocturnal Visitor **

"Have you ever fought before, Miss Sparrow?" my instructor, Rowan, asked me with a cold gleam in her eyes. I shook my head. "Well then," Rowan said with a sadistic smile, "we're going to have some fun."

Training had begun four weeks ago. The first four weeks involved Kaia and I building up our strength and stamina so we were physically able to go through training. Those gym sessions and 10km runs each morning were the only time during the day that we saw each other.

Now we were starting to fight, and we were separated. Again. Kaia had gone of with a man called Vans, while I was stuck with Little Miss Sadist.

I sighed, mentally preparing myself. "So, what's first?" I asked.

Rowan seemed pleased with my attitude. "First," she said dramatically, "I'm going to teach you how to throw a punch. While you may think it simply involves swinging your arm around, it is more complicated than that. Different angles require different preparation. Then I am going to teach you how to predict your enemy's movement and dodge, before offering an attack of your own. Following that I will teach you to block and counter your opponent's hits."

"And how long will this take?"

"As long as necessary."

I let out a long breath. "Why do I get the feeling that's just the opening credits, as it were?" I mumbled.

Rowan chuckled. "You have good intuition, Sparrow," she said approvingly. "And you are right - those are just a fundamental basics. After that we will work on improving your speed and flexibility. I have a feeling you won't be relying too heavily on strength alone - you seem to be the tactical type. Am I right?"

I shrugged. "Honestly, I don't know. I've never fought before. But I like to think things through, yeah. So maybe you're right."

Rowan smiled. "Well then, let's get started."

* * *

><p>"Ow." For something like the thirtieth time that word escaped my lips. Training had been brutal. Rowan hadn't gone easy on me at all, and I was aching and bruised all over. Even so, I felt accomplished. I'd nailed the dodging and countering moves pretty damn quick (if I do say so myself), although my defence and general offensive strategies were more than a little lacking, and thoroughly made up for the two things I was actually good at. As Rowan had predicted, I instinctively went for the tactic of moving about a lot, rather than just throwing my weight around. I sought openings and took advantage of them when they appeared; I didn't just jump in and prey I'd out-smash my opponent.<p>

I had a feeling Kaia had gone for strength over speed.

I was the brain. She was the brawn.

Sleep that night came slowly, and, as had become a habit since moving to this hellhole, I slept lightly. So I noticed immediately when my door swung open. Not because of the noise - my door was freakishly silent - but because of the tiniest draught of air. I slowly opened my eyes, although I don't know what I expected to gain from doing so, since I couldn't see anything.

The smallest creak of leather alerted me to the fact there was someone by my bed, and I reacted instantly. My fist shot out, connecting with tough leather (_ow!_) and causing a slight huff from whoever it was who had crept into my cell. I jumped out of bed and darted to the other side of the room.

It was quiet for a few seconds, the only sounds being the breathing of two people and my heartbeat in my ears. Then, a low chuckle, followed by a deep voice which rang a dim bell in my mind. "Congratulations," the faceless voice said. "Unlike your friend, you detected me beside you. It seems there is a fighter in you, after all."

"Would you care to explain _why_ you decided to sneak up on me in the middle of the night?" I snapped, still tense.

"It is part of your training," he answered. "You should always anticipate being ambushed. Being able to react in time will no doubt be the difference between living and dying."

"So Pierce ordered it," I grumbled.

He chuckled again. "Yes, child."

"My name is Daphne," I muttered, returning to my bed, not even needing to be able to see to know exactly where it was. "I don't appreciate being called a child."

"But you are one."

"Nevertheless, I'd prefer it if you addressed me by my real name."

The man shifted - I could tell because his clothes creaked again. "Your name no longer matters," he said lowly. "From now on you are a soldier of Hydra, and thus you will respond to the name they have given you."

"And that is?"

"Silverthorn," he answered.

I pursed my lips. "Why that?"

"I don't know yet," he answered. "One day it will no doubt become obvious." He started to walk out, before pausing for one reason or another. It was a moment before he spoke again. "Put more force into your punch from your shoulders and back," he said. "At the moment you are simply using your arm, however in order for the hit to be more powerful, you need to involve the muscles in the rest of your torso as well."

I couldn't help but smile to myself. "Thanks for the advice," I muttered, and then a moment later the strange man was gone. Only then did I realise I hadn't asked for you name - or title, if he had one instead of a name. I shrugged. Maybe if he came back tomorrow I could ask him then.

* * *

><p>The man did come back. And once again I greeted him with a punch. This time, though, I didn't run to the other side of my cell. I simply sat up on my bed and rubbed my tired eyes. I ached everywhere. Each movement brought pain to my body, and I had more bruises than I had ever had on my body before.<p>

"Decided to try to sneak up on me again, did you?" I asked, yawning.

There was that familiar chuckle again. "Once again; I was just following orders."

I nodded, then realised he probably couldn't see me, so said, "Fair enough." I paused. "You never told me your name."

"No, I didn't."

I waited, but he said nothing more. I groaned. "Am I seriously going to have to elaborate?" I queried in exasperation. "Ugh, fine! What is your name? Or title, or whatever..."

I could almost _feel_ his amusement. "Why are you so interesting in finding out?"

"I don't like talking to people whose names I don't know," I explained simply. Understanding I probably wasn't going to get an answer to my question, I changed the topic. "How's Kaia?"

"Dremora," he corrected, making me smile to myself. No doubt Kaia chose that name for herself - she was such an Elder Scrolls nerd. There was a moment of quiet, before the man answered my original question. "She's doing well enough. She is a stronger fighter than you, however her reactions and impulses are considerably less impressive than yours."

I chuckled. "Yeah, we've always been able to kind of... fill each other's gaps, I guess. Where I'm weak, she's strong, where she's weak, I'm strong. It's actually rather useful."

"Well," the man said, "by the time your training is complete, you'll both be strong across the board."

"Glad to hear it," I said, yawning again.

He chuckled for what felt like the thousandth time. "I'll let you sleep, Silver. Until next time."

"I'll try not to punch you next time," I muttered, falling back against my lumpy pillow.

"You did better today," he said suddenly. "Still not perfect, but better."

"I'll take it," I muttered, before sleep swallowed me up again.

The problem was, I didn't stay asleep for long. After what couldn't have been longer than an hour, my doors opened again, and this time more than one person entered my cell. They stayed by the door, staring at me. I groaned and sat up, glaring at them in return.

"You are wanted in the training room."

"What the hell do they want of me at this time of night?" I snapped, getting up anyway. I didn't want to be punished for taking too much time.

"Our instructions were only to take you there."

I sighed. "Fine, lead the way."

I was led through the now-familiar hallways towards the training room, only to pause outside the door when I saw a child of no more than six or seven lingering by Pierce, looking around with curious but slightly scared eyes. When he met my gaze, I simply stared at him for a long time, before being nudged into the training room by one of my escorts.

The usual room had been changed slightly. Instead of a five by five metres square of hard mats, there was a full-sized boxing ring. And stood awkwardly in the ring was Kaia.

"Kaia?" I asked quietly to myself, before catching myself and saying, this time louder, "Dremora, what are you doing in here?"

She looked at me and shrugged. "I don't know," she admitted. "I was called here, no doubt just like you."

I nodded slowly, before being ushered into the ring. "I think they're going to make us fight," I murmured to her, watching as a crowd of at least twenty men, several who were incredibly bulky, and a few others in smart suits, ambled into the room. The little boy I saw from earlier also walked in, clutching Pierce's leg tightly.

"That's Alexander, Pierce's son," Kaia whispered to me.

"As in _the_ Alexander Pierce?" I hissed, eyes narrowing as I caught his eye once again. Fear filled his eyes for a moment, before he hid behind his father's legs again.

Kaia nodded absently. "The very same."

"Is it wrong how badly I want him dead already?" I asked her, and Kaia shot me a surprised look.

"Um... Yeah, just a little bit. He's just a kid, for God's sake!"

"He won't be for long," I murmured. "And I think you're overlooking everything he's going to do in the future."

Kaia shook her head. "We can't punish a boy for crimes he hasn't committed."

"_Yet_," I added through clenched teeth.

Kaia shook her head. "We kill him and someone else will just take his place," she reminded me. "And for all we know it could be someone ten times worse." Her look turned concerned. "Don't tell me they're getting to you."

"If they were, I wouldn't want their future leader dead," I reminded her coldly.

"If they weren't, you wouldn't be thinking such thoughts at all," stated Kaia harshly. "Snap yourself out of it, Daphne. This isn't you."

I sighed. "Honestly, I don't know anymore. I hate Hydra with all my being, but I've found something strange in what they're teaching me. I _like_ it."

Kaia blinked a few times, before looking sadly up at me. "Just be careful," she muttered, before stepping away, back to her side of the ring. I copied, rolling up my sleeves slightly.

"I see you've already worked out why you're here," Pierce said, a strange silence falling over the room. "I am aware it has only been two days since your training started, however we put a lot of emphasis on constant trial and improvement. Sparring against unknown partners gives you experience in learning to anticipate and react. Not to mention you've gone in opposite directions when it comes to your fighting technique."

"When does the fight end?" I asked, slipping into my relaxed fighting stance. It was one that allowed me to dart from side to side easily and quickly.

"When one of you no longer has the ability to fight back," he answered simply. "Whether through exhaustion, injury, or being knocked unconscious, it doesn't matter."

I sighed quietly, looking up at my friend. "I apologise in advance," I whispered, and she smirked a smirk that I quite easily read to mean 'likewise'.

"Begin."

As expected, Kaia didn't wait around. She charged straight for me. I stood still until the last moment, before ducking underneath her arching hand and sending my elbow into her side, causing her to stumble into the elastic boundaries. She immediately swung again, this time catching my shoulder as I tried to dodge. A third punch came my way, and this time I caught her hand before using her pushing force to throw her past me, once again into the boundary. I spun around a kicked downwards, planting my foot firmly in the crook of her knee and causing her leg to buckle. Almost immediately her other leg swung around, knocking me onto the ground. I rolled away and got up, noticing Kaia had done the same.

My heart was pumping hard in my chest as adrenaline flooded my veins, and while my hands began to shake from the adrenaline, my focus and eyesight sharpened a surprisingly large amount. I watched as she sprung at me again, her arm arching down from above her head, and I instinctively lifted both hands to stop her attacking, before harshly kicking her in the stomach. Kaia crumpled in front of me, coughing as she tried to recover from me winding her, but before she could get up again I leapt onto her back and pinned her arms behind her back, using my weight to hold her down. She struggled for a few seconds, before letting out a shallow breath and relaxing.

There was a slow clapping from behind me, and I lifted my head in time to see Pierce approaching with a cold smile on his face. "Congratulations, Silver," he said, and I used that as my cue to tell me the fight was over, so I released my grip on Kaia and got off her, offering her a hand up. She accepted, much to my surprise. I was kind of expecting her to be pissed off that I'd gotten her pinned, and she was known to hold a grudge. "Your mind is clearly quite tuned to fighting," he commented.

_No,_ I thought to myself, _I've just played a lot of actions games and watched a hell of a lot of fight scenes in movies._

Of course, I didn't tell Pierce this.

"And you say you just found these girls at your doorstep, Pierce?" a man in a suit asked, looking both impressed and simultaneously dubious.

"Indeed," Pierce murmured. "Under quite curious circumstances, too," he added, looking me dead in the eye. He had used all manner of manipulative and persuasive techniques to get me to spill what I knew about the future, but I had yet to cave. The only thing we both knew for certain was that 1953 was definitely _not_ my time period. I didn't know whether he automatically assumed Kaia came from the same place as me, but judging by the fact his eyes only lingered on me, I found it safe to assume he had yet to discuss such a thing with her. "I hear Silverthorn here also has a defensive mind during her sleep - she has yet to be caught off-guard by her night-time visitor."

"That is more to do with the fact my bed was placed directly in the line of any draught that comes through my door," I said, figuring butting into the conversation couldn't end _too_ badly for me. "I have to say the guy you picked is as silent as a ghost."

Pierce chuckled. "As was the idea," he said with a twisted smile. He turned to two of the Hydra men who were standing by the door. "I think it's time for their individual testing," he said, and instantly the two men stepped forward. Kaia and I wordlessly moved into line with them, being directed down two opposite corridors once we left the training room.

The man leading me stopped in front of an unfamiliar door, gesturing for me to open it and go on inside without a word. Curious, I pushed down the handle and stepped inside, waiting patiently for the ancient (in my mind, at least - in this decade I assumed it was state-of-the-art) technology to detect my movement and turn on the lights. They came on slowly, one by one, until the room was revealed in its entirety.

Before me, hanging on hooks or sitting on the large table in the middle of the room, were many different medieval-styled weapons. Flails, maces, hammers, daggers, several different types of sword (including, I noticed, a few falchions and scimitars), throwing knives and, at the far corner, a few different models of bow and arrow.

"I think I'm in heaven," I muttered to myself.


	3. 3 - My Hydra Years

**A/N: Just a warning, I tried to write a German accent into this - I apologise in advance, it's not meant to be in any way offensive. Also, there is a significant time skip in this chapter. It shouldn't be too disorientating, but I thought I'd mention it here, just in case.**

**Big thanks to kayleeh, foreverNtoday, Hannahprince32, GVCatullus for following/favouriting :) A promising start; makes me smile.**

**Review Response(s):**

**foreverNtoday: Aww, that's sweet, thanks :) I'm glad you think I've made things interesting by switching things around. I'm secretly almost always on the bad guy's side, so I like writing my characters with a dark side. Silver's will be just a bit more noticeable than usual.**

* * *

><p><strong>3 - My Hydra Years<strong>

I spent several minutes completely stationary, just taking in the overwhelming sight in front of me. Somehow, in just two training sessions, Hydra had picked up that guns were not so much my thing. And instead they had decided that the weapons used a long freaking time ago would be better for me. Admittedly, I still wanted to learn how to fire a gun (maybe Hydra really _were_ getting to me), but if there was one thing I'd wanted my whole life, even before I ended up back in time and in a completely different universe, it was to learn how to fight with a sword and shoot a bow.

"You seem happy," a voice said, making me jump and instantly whirl around, settling into a defensive crouch before my mind caught up with my body. When I saw it was only Pierce, I relaxed a little. As much as I hated the guy, I knew he had no reason to hurt me just yet.

"I can't deny you've got my desires covered in one room, plus all the extra," I said, looking around again.

Pierce chuckled. "Do you have any preferences?"

I glanced around me, my eyes instantly going for the slightly curved swords. I vaguely wondered to myself as I scanned the wall if they had one like Orcrist (what could I say? I was a nerd), but then my eyes fell upon a pair of blades which reminded me of the Blades of Toledo, from Assassin's Creed Black Flag. Except they were charcoal grey, and silver. I grinned, before walking over to the blades and pulling them off the wall, testing their weight in my hands I noticed they were heavier than expected, but not overly so.

I held them up wordlessly, and Pierce nodded. He then led me out of the room and back towards the training room. But instead of going into the main room he led me in through a side door, which led to a smaller practice room.

A man in khaki combat trousers and a white t-shirt was standing idly in the room, though he looked up at our entry. He smiled at me when Pierce finally left the room.

"Hi," he said, in an unusually cheerful voice (well, for a Hydra Agent, anyway), "I'm Agent Williams."

"Uh... Hi...?"

Williams chuckled. "Well, let's see what you've got working for you," he said.

"Am I supposed to know what that means?" I asked, frowning.

Williams grinned, seemingly unable to appear irritated by my question, as I'd found many of my previous trainers were. Having spent most of my life so far working on developing the extent of my knowledge rather than improving my physique, I'd gotten into the habit of analysing and questioning most things. And I also didn't like not knowing things. "There's a reason why you've only had two days of basic training," William explained patiently. "You and Dremora are to be trained based on your favoured weapons, rather than having your weapons chosen based on you hand-to-hand abilities. Director Pierce is a remarkably good judge of character, so he has picked out a selection of weapons that he knows you'll prefer. In your case, it's swords and bows. Dremora is expected to choose a heavy machine gun, as it is most beneficial for her strength. I've been told that you, however, automatically went for the route of tactics, speed and flexibility during your combat training, which is why you've chosen not just one, but two swords. It allows more movement." Williams gave me a once over. "You used to be a dancer or a gymnast, didn't you?"

I raised two surprised eyebrows. "Uh, both, actually," I told him. "I stopped gymnastics about four and a half years ago, and I spent the last two years doing dance in school. Those two things were about the only kind of physical activity I was ever any good at."

Williams hummed, nodding his head. "I thought so. You're very light on your feet, and you have a rather... _fluid_ way of walking."

I shrugged. "You're not the first person to have said so, though honestly I thought the other person was just being nice."

"Clearly not," Williams said, that smile still on his face. "Well, I suppose we ought to get started."

* * *

><p>I was thoroughly trained in hand-to-hand, dual wielding, shooting a bow, throwing knives, and shooting several different types of gun over the next three years. My stamina and strength improved, as did my flexibility and light-footedness.<p>

Every single night for the first two months the same guy visited my 'room', and while he never told me his real name, I eventually gave up on asking and just decided to call him (rather unimaginatively) Shadow. But after those two months, he stopped visiting. And I can honestly say I missed him. He didn't say much, but he was still a comforting person to be around, and he'd even brought me an acoustic guitar one day to help me avoid boredom.

I didn't see Dremora much over the three years. Maybe once or twice a week, and even then it would be only either in passing or when we were pitched against each other in an arena. To start with, it seemed that my first victory had been a fluke - for seventeen consecutive matches Dremora was able to beat me. But then I started to get better, until it was impossible to guess who would win each time. We started to learn each other's moves as well, so our matches kept getting longer and longer. That was until Pierce decided to put us up against different opponents. We still fought occasionally, but more often than not we'd be against some other random person.

In the three years I'd been at Hydra, I began to trust the people there. I knew who they were and what they were capable of, but not once had they given me reason to doubt them (beyond the obvious). They'd never hurt me or threatened me. Perhaps they really did have faith that I was one of them. And perhaps, deep down, I truly was a part of Hydra. That thought was not as disturbing as it should have been.

It was my nineteenth birthday. The only reason I knew this was because, every year, on the same day, Pierce would give me a day off to do whatever I wanted (as long as I didn't leave the premises).

I decided to go to the firing range - which was directly next to my personal training room - because I wasn't happy with my performance with a handgun. Sub machine guns and assault rifles and even grenade launchers were all fine, but there was something about the smaller weapon that I couldn't get right.

There was one other person in the room when I pushed the door open, shrugging out of the grey jacket I'd been given to wear (my outfit changed twice a week). Walking past them, I picked up a simple Glock and slammed in the ammo clip, before lifting both my arms and aiming carefully at the target. I fired once. The bullet went through a hole in the outer rim of the second ring. I frowned and shot again. This one hit closer, but still not close enough.

Pausing, I glanced at the target next to mine. There was one hole.

That didn't make any sense. The guy had been firing a bullet every few seconds since I walked in. How could...?

My jaw almost fell to the floor.

He was shooting the same hole? How the hell did he manage that?

It took me a second to realise the shooting had stopped, and I glanced up to see myself facing the eyes of someone I'd never met before, but would recognise anywhere. The Winter Soldier.

"How the hell do you shoot like that?" I asked in astonishment. He simply blinked, his left eyebrow twitching slightly. I chuckled. "Not a talker, huh? Fine by me." I shrugged, glanced at the Glock in my hand, before saying slowly, "I don't suppose you could give me any pointers...? I can't seem to get this right."

His brow twitched again, before he gestured for me to go ahead. Shoving back my sudden nerves, I lifted the pistol, aimed for a second, then fired. Another one on the border of the second and third rings. I let out an exasperated huff.

The Winter Soldier stepped behind me, indicating for me to aim again with his hand. I slowly did so. His hand gently came to rest on the shoulder of my bent arm, which he pushed down so it was as low as it could go. He then moved to my straight arm and readjusted the positions of my fingers slightly. Then he stepped back and nodded.

Slightly sceptical that such small changes would make a difference, I aimed again, making sure to lower my shoulder and place my fingers in the way he'd shown me. When the shot went off, I was astonished to see the bullet had landed very slightly to the right of dead centre.

I blinked a few times, then beamed up at the man behind me. "Thanks!"

He nodded his head, before going back to his own place and picking up his own gun.

After emptying three clips of ammunition, and each time landing them within the centre circle, I smiled to myself and decided it was good enough for today.

I placed the Glock back in its place before heading towards my training room, pushing open the door that seperated the two rooms. In one corner, spread across the table, were my custom-made throwing knives, my bow, my twin blades and my black, fingerless gloves. The gloves were for when I decided I wanted to bruise my knuckles with a punching bag.

Today I picked up the knives, before moving towards a wall where there were a bunch of coloured buttons. I pressed the blue one, and a single target, rather disturbingly in the shape of a body, popped up from the ground, and a small, square platform that was situated exactly ten metres from the target raised itself up. I stepped onto the platform and lightly fingered the first of my knives, before grasping the handle and throwing it towards the target. It struck right where the heart would be. As soon as the target disappeared the next came up, and before it was fully upright I flung the next knife. This repeated until my twenty knives were all embedded in the targets. Since there were only ten targets, all of them had been hit twice. Each throw had landed the knife either in the heart or the centre of the forehead.

Ignoring the thought that this would mean almost two dozen dead bodies were this real (as I did with each practice), I moved towards the targets and began to systematically tug the knives free. When I turned, all twenty knives tucked neatly back into their little bag at my waist, I noticed for the first time that I wasn't alone.

Apparently, the Winter Soldier had followed me in, and he was leaning causally against the table which held all my stuff.

"I didn't think you'd follow me," I told him as I placed my knives down. I paused, glanced over my shoulder at where the targets had been before they sunk back into the floor, then turned back to him. "How'd I do?"

He stared for a long time, then the side of his lip twitched slightly, and he nodded. Taking that to mean I'd done well, I smiled.

I sighed, then said, "I remember when I used to really look forward to my days-off, but now I don't really know what to do with myself. Have you got anywhere you need to be?"

Slowly, he shook his head.

"Then what do you say to training with me?"

As soon as the words escaped my lips I saw alarm flash across his eyes. He stood up and took a small step back.

I frowned. "What is it?" I asked quietly.

His brows furrowed, and then he glanced down at his left arm. His metal arm. I understood instantly.

"Oh," I murmured simply. He gave me a slightly apologetic look. I smiled. "Hey, don't feel pressured or anything. It was just a suggestion. It's been too long since I've found someone to spar who I _haven't_ been put up against before."

"Soldier!"

The Winter Soldier instantly stiffened, and he turned his head towards the door, narrowing his eyes. I followed his gaze and saw Pierce marching towards us, along with a man I knew instantly was Doctor Zola. Over time I'd forgotten his face, but seeing him now made everything come back, and I knew without a doubt that this was the little shit who'd experimented on Bucky back in '43, even if doing so kept him alive.

Pierce then looked at me. "Silverthorn, I was under the impression today is your birthday."

"It is, sir," I answered. "I decided to spend my time brushing up on a few things." I shrugged. "I don't really know what else to do with myself anymore."

He stared at me for a long moment, before turning to Zola. "Is she ready, Doctor?"

Zola looked me over, his eyes narrowed in scrutiny. "Vell," he said at length. "Ideally, she vould be prepped for anozer few months or so, however, I sink she is ready for ze procedure."

"What procedure?" I asked, frowning. In the corner of my eye I saw the Winter Soldier shooting me a warning look, but I ignored it. Even if I couldn't stop them from performing tests on me, I could at least go in partially knowing what to expect.

"Are you avare of ze serum created for Captain America?"

"The one by Doctor Erskine?" I questioned, feeling uneasiness starting to bubble in my stomach.

"Yes," Zola said with a smile, "zat's ze one. Vell, I believe I have managed to replicate it. Ze Vinter Soldier responded vell to it, but it might be because he had already been injected vith an earlier version. Pierce offered you up as the next tester of ze serum."

I blinked a few times, then said, "So, if this works, I'll be stronger, faster, have better endurance, and just be more durable in general...?"

"Vith luck, yes."

I wanted to deny it. I wanted so badly to spit at them and curse them into Oblivion for even _thinking_ about human experimentation. But I didn't, because I wasn't suicidal. Instead, I sucked in a large breath, caught the troubled gaze of the Winter Soldier, and then looked at Pierce and Zola with stubborn determination and nodded my head. "Sounds like fun," I stated dryly.


	4. 4 - The Next Supersoldier

**A/N: Hi guys, it's me again :) This is awkward now, because I don't really have anything to say... So, yeah... ONWARDS!**

**Big thanks to: Shadowcat56, doctor3378, xxDreamWalkerxx, Honeybadger262, Scarlett-Warrior66, Calliope's Scribe, Choking On A Dream, animecrazygirl1 and EmmaAWatson91 for following/favouriting. Thanks guys :)**

**Review Response(s):**

**xxDreamWalkerxx: Yeah, Doctor Zola's Swiss, but it's a common misconception (especially since one of Switzerland's four languages is German). And I'm glad you think it's an interesting idea. P.S. I hope this is soon enough ;)**

* * *

><p><strong>4 - The Next Supersoldier<strong>

When I woke, I thought I'd been transformed into a punching bag without realising, and about four thousand different people had each spent an hour laying their fists into my body. I hurt and ached _everywhere_. Even in my fingers, which I didn't know was actually possible.

The last thing I remembered clearly was being strapped down to a very hard and very cold metal chair. After that it was heat, pain, numbness, more pain, and then finally darkness.

My eyes peeled open, and instantly I knew I hadn't been taken back to my room. The key give away: there was a dull, yellow light above my head. My room didn't have a light.

After regaining a few more of my senses, I looked around. The room was full of boxes with wheels, most of which were covered in different sized syringes. I was in the same chair as I'd been before Zola injected me with his version of Erskine's serum, only this time I wasn't tied down.

The door to my left opened, and I lazily rolled my head to see Pierce, Zola and, surprisingly, the Winter Soldier enter my room.

Zola beamed. "Ah, Silver! You have avoken at last! Ve vere beginning to vorry."

"How long was I out?" I questioned groggily, forcing the words up through a tight throat. Zola instantly pushed a glass of water into my hand, which I downed quickly whilst listening to his answer.

"Almost 96 hours. Your vitals vere all over ze place ze whole time. Ve feared you vould not survive."

I blinked a few times. "I was out for almost four days?" I echoed in disbelief, my eyes widening slightly when he nodded. I frowned, then asked, "Did it work at least?"

"Your body appears to have gone through little physical change," Pierce said, walking calmly up to my side. "You are a couple inches taller and seem to have a little more muscle tone and mass, but as it turns out you were close to peak physical form before the test."

"The extent of the success vill be made clear ven you start to train again," Zola added.

"And when will that be?"

"Whenever you feel you are ready," Pierce told me.

I was far too eager to test out the limits of my new body, I knew, but at the same time the thought of being able to run like _Captain America_ gave me a weird tingly feeling at the base of my spine. It was exciting, especially since running had never been something I was good at. Before coming to Hydra I wasn't too bad at sprinting, but anything longer than about 100m (200m at a stretch) would kill me. Since then I'd managed to train my body to run the full 10km, but by the time I'd achieved that Dremora was working her way up to 25km.

Speaking of Dremora...

"You said you wanted to wait for my training to be complete before going through this experiment," I started slowly. Pierce gave me an impatiently expectant look, clearly urging me to get to my point. "Since we both arrived here at the same time, can I take it to believe Dremora will also be undergoing the same tests?"

There was silence. None of their faces gave anything away.

I sat staring at them, pleading with my eyes for them to give me the information I wanted. I knew the Winter Soldier wouldn't tell me - he didn't like speaking. So it was either going to be Pierce or Zola.

At last, the small scientist sighed. "Dremora vas put through ze tests just like you," Zola said slowly. "However, unlike yours, her cells did not accept ze serum, and so she did not survive ze process."

I stared at him for a long time, tears welling up in my eyes. "D-Dead?"

"I'm afraid so."

I sat still for a moment, my mind so overcome I couldn't feel anything. For at least three minutes I simply sat on the chair, slowly letting the information filter into my head.

That's when the crippling pain hit me. In an instant I was on my feet (they were bare, which I found odd but didn't focus on for longer than a half-second) and I flew out of the doors, hearing them slam against the stone walls and hearing Pierce and Zola call after me. But all I could do was keep on running.

I sprinted through the maze of corridors until I made it to the running track, which I started running along at full speed. For a full five minutes I ran without stopping, but then my heart wrenched painfully and I stuttered to a stop.

My knees collapsed and hit the ground. My palms settled into the dirt. My head tipped back and I let out my loudest ever cry. From that cry you could hear the pain, the sorrow, and the anger. My best friend - my _parabatai_ - was gone.

I sobbed quietly to myself, not noticing I had company until I felt a pair of strong arms wrap around me.

"Let it out, Silver." The voice was one I hadn't heard for years, but would know anywhere.

"Shadow," I sobbed, turning around and burying my face into the black leather of his clothes, grasping hold of his torso with my hands and squeezing hard.

I heard him let out a surprised breath. "You're a lot stronger than you look," he said, sounding as if I was compressing his lungs. Maybe I was.

I sniffled quietly. "Sorry," I mumbled, loosening my grip on him. It took several more minutes for me to calm down enough to form any decent, coherent thoughts, and the first one that flitted through my head was that _Shadow was holding me_. In broad daylight.

Slowly, I lifted my head, and a surprised gasp left my lips when I saw who it was who returned my gaze. The familiar brown, long locks, fuzzy chin and brown eyes. The metal arm.

He sent me a slight smile which seemed like it didn't really belong on his face. Like he'd spent so long without smiling it was a foreign concept. "Technically you're not supposed to know Shadow and the Winter Soldier are the same person," he stated calmly.

I could only blink, not noticing the tears dripping down my face until the Winter Soldier rolled his eyes and brushed them away. "Wouldn't Hydra want us to keep an entirely professional relationship?" As soon as the words were out of my mouth I wanted to hit myself, but it was too late, and unfortunately I couldn't turn back time.

The Winter Soldier shook his head. "On the contrary, I think they actually want us to form some sort of meaningful friendship."

"Why?"

"Leverage," he said simply. "To give us an incentive to stay working for them."

"But if you know why they're doing it, why go along with it?" I asked, uncomprehending. "By the way you make it sound, you don't really want to be here."

He sighed. "It's more complicated than that, but they'd find a way to assure our cooperation regardless. So what's the harm in making a friend along the way?"

"It means more pain if something goes wrong," I pointed out.

A sudden shadow fell across his eyes, and the Winter Soldier's expression darkened. "They're forcing me to do things no human should ever have to do," he said in a low tone. "In doing so they are stripping me of my humanity. This is my one chance to remain even remotely human. An act of rebellion, in a way, although technically it's being encouraged by the people I'm rebelling against." He paused. "Like I said: it's complicated. One day you'll understand, I'm sure."

I frowned. "Why?" I asked again.

The Winter Soldier looked pained. "Because I think they plan to do the same to you what they did to me."

"And what is that?" I thought I knew (in fact I was almost 100% sure), but I wanted - _needed_ - to hear the words come from his lips.

He let out a shaky breath and turned away, not meeting my eyes as his face flashed with pain. "They've... They... I don't know who I am anymore, Silver. Or rather... I don't know who I was... before I came here. They have this... this machine, and it makes you forget things. Everything. They've used it on me two or three times already. And each time they sit me in that chair, I feel less and less like a person each time I wake up again."

"They've taken your memories from you," I murmured sadly, and he nodded abruptly once. "I'm sorry, Shadow."

He laughed. Well, it was more like a huff, but it sounded dryly amused. "You know who I am now. Why do you persist in calling me that?"

"The Winter Soldier is the person Hydra want you to be," I said calmly, ignoring the slightly crusting, dried tears that still smeared my face. "Shadow is the man who visited me every night for weeks; the man who taught me how to punch; the man who never really said much but listened and was comforting just in his consistent appearance; the man who brought me my guitar. Shadow is the man who I relied on at first, and Shadow is the side of you that I know you want to keep Hydra from seeing. He's my friend. You're my friend."

The Winter Soldier stared at me for a few moments, before a curious expression crossed his face and he not-so-subtly looked me over. "How old are you?" he asked suddenly.

"Uh, 19. Why?"

"And how old were you the last time I visited you in your room?"

"16."

His eyebrows rose. "Three years," he muttered to himself.

"Why is that significant?" I questioned in confusion.

"Whenever I'm not needed they freeze me," he stated calmly. This particular fact didn't seem to bother him as much as the fact he had lost all his fundamental memories and knowledge of who he was. In fact he seemed completely unfazed. "I stopped visiting you because they put me back in cryo-freeze. I assume. It's a bit difficult to tell because they partially wiped me after I woke up. But it's impossible to tell how much time passes while you're in ice, so I was curious."

"They partially wiped you?" I asked in confusion. "Why only partially?"

"Well, when I woke, I still had all my memories of visiting you at night. It's what supports my theory that they want us to become friends - they made it so I could still remember you."

I slowly shook my head. "I don't think they can hand-pick which memories you keep and which you lose. I think you remembered me on your own."

"I... That's never happened before," he said with a frown.

"Or maybe it has," I said seriously, "and you've just forgotten it since then."

He nodded minutely. "I suppose it makes sense. I'm constantly told the mind has ways of fighting back - it's what makes the memory removal process so painful."

I stared at him for a long time, then the side of my lips quirked up slightly. "If your plan was distract me, I must say you've done a good job."

The Winter Soldier blinked a few times, then frowned in confusion, and then when the realisation struck him he chuckled. "Actually, I didn't have a plan at all." His eyes became concerned. "Are you okay?"

"No," I admitted. "But I'm better now. Sort of."

"Understandable; she was your best friend."

"True," I said lowly, "but the people that killed her are also the ones I'm being forced to work for. And they're the ones that ripped your life away from you." When I once again thought about how Kaia was dead, I felt an icy coldness creeping up on my heart. I frowned, recognising the feeling as a slow-burning rage. I'd only ever felt it once before. After that rage had been extinguished, I had put a kid in hospital with two broken ribs, a fractured wrist and severe bruising to the torso and face. As it turned out, I was violent when majorly pissed off. I winced. "Shadow, if at any point I look like I'm about to snap, get me out of there. Please."

He looked at me seriously, then wordlessly nodded.

Satisfied, I got to my feet and started making my way back towards the compound. Though I couldn't hear him over the sounds of the outdoors, I knew the Winter Soldier was following me. When I reached the door that led inside, Pierce and Zola were waiting for me. Without a word they turned around and started leading me further into the building, while I fought the urge to find the closest thing to me and use it to cave their heads in. They had killed my best friend with their experiments. I promised myself then that one day, and maybe it would be a long time from now, but one day, I would get my revenge.


	5. 5 - Target: US President

**A/N: Longest chapter to date! 3,500 words of mission! Also, I would just like to tell you I have posted an image of Daphne/Silverthorn on deviantart, so if you're curious as to what she looks like, just search Ec1aire on deviantart, and it'll be amongst the most recent images in my gallery.**

**Big thanks to: ashley.k92, Ciarle, Captain Murica 2002, CheekyLittleFoxy, Elitehope21 and 2000Aerobars for following/favouriting :)**

**Review Response(s):**

**2000Aerobars: I'm glad to hear you're enjoying it, and, no, I don't think I could fight my best friend either. It's not like they had much of a choice, though.**

**Guest: Less than an hour later... Soon enough for you? ;)**

* * *

><p><strong>5 - Target: U.S. President<strong>

When I opened my eyes, everything was bleary for a moment.

Where was I?

I looked around me, seeing grey, tiled walls. I was sat in a chair made of metal, with lots of different tools around me. It looked familiar, and the unbidden sensation of fear that filled me told me that I should probably get out of there immediately.

As soon as I was standing - um, where were the rest of my clothes? (I was wearing a thick bra and a pair of black, leather leggings of some sort) - a man in a thick, fur coat and what I _think_ was called a ushanka walked in. He was carrying a rifle in one hand, and a pair of blades in the other.

"Успокойся, солдат." His words were harsh and guttural, but a part of my mind was easily able to translate them. _Calm down, soldier._

"_I am not the soldier_," I answered in the same tongue. The words came without forethought, but they seemed right. No, Soldier was the name of my... I don't know. What was he? A friend? An ally? A companion? An enemy? I winced as a sharp pang of pain hit my head. A memory, trying to push through the mental blockade that had been put there. No matter. I would remember eventually, of that I was certain. All my other memories seemed insignificant... The Soldier, though... He was important somehow.

"_No, you are the thorn of silver_," the man answered, before passing me the two blades. I took them, the soft leather around the hilts feeling familiar, and then placed them in their holdings on each leg. "_The Winter Soldier is on his way._"

I blinked, and then let out a slight cry of pain as a hole appeared in my mental wall, and memories of a man with brown hair and a metal arm came to my head. Memories of a dark room, where a faceless man spoke to me and visited me every night for weeks. _Shadow._

I remembered him, just like I knew I would. He was my friend. My best friend. He and I were partners - we fought alongside each other. But, no, there was another, right? From a long time ago. _My best friend..._

I didn't realise I had started clutching my head, trying to sort through such confused 'memories', until the hatted man hit me with the butt of his rifle. I slowly stood, facing him with cold eyes. I couldn't show him I was still human inside. Instinctively I knew that would lead to pain.

I looked down at the man - wait, I was taller than him? Then I remembered I was enhanced. Stronger. Faster. Taller. Generally better than ordinary humans. "_Do you have a mission for us?_" I asked him. He was my superior, right? He certainly acted that way.

"_Yes, I do. I will divulge the details as soon as the Soldier arrives._"

I nodded. I knew the details would mean an image of a face, a threat level, and a time in which the mission had to be carried out. We were given no name to match the face, nor were we given a reason for their death. We asked no questions, and were given the bare minimum. This was familiar.

The door opened then, and in stepped the Winter Soldier. He was fully armoured, and in one hand was a set of leather clothes. _My_ clothes. He tossed them to me, and I started to put them on while the man in the hat told us of our mission.

"_You are to go to America,_" he said, pulling a picture out of his pocket and handing it to the Soldier. He stared at the image, nodded, and then put it away in his pocket. I knew he would show it to me later. "_There is a man there who must die within the next three days. Level 4; he himself will not be much threat, but he is heavily guarded._" We both nodded. I pulled on a thick coat over my armoured clothes. I then untucked my long, blonde hair out from underneath the coat. "_You will be escorted to Texas, where your target is currently stationed, but from there you will be on your own. Any questions?_"

"_Do we have permission to kill anyone who gets in our way?_" I asked. We usually did, but sometimes killing others got us into trouble, so I felt like I had to get that specified.

"_Anyone,_" the man said with a nod. The Winter Soldier and I both nodded, and with the meeting completed we were led out to where a small plane was waiting. There was a cold wind and thick snow was falling all around us. I still didn't know where we were, but I knew better than to ask.

When we were both seated, the Winter Soldier glanced at me. "Silver," he said in a different language, one I recognised far more easily than the other one. This was my first language, I was sure.

"Shadow," I said in return. This was something we did to assure the other we remembered them. He would call me Silverthorn in front of our superiors (and if he didn't remember me), but otherwise I was just Silver. And likewise with him - I only called him Shadow when there was no threat of being overheard. "Can I see the picture?"

He pulled said picture out of his pocket and passed it to me. The image was of poor quality, but it was at least in colour. A white man with light brown hair, wearing a suit, so clearly someone of importance (although the fact he would be 'heavily guarded' was something of a give-away).

"Do you know who he is?" the Winter Soldier asked me, his brow slightly furrowed.

I shook my head. "No, but he does look slightly familiar."

"Yes, I thought so too." He sighed. "I guess it doesn't matter in the end."

* * *

><p>"And you're sure he's going to come around this way?" I asked, sitting beside the Winter Soldier as we both prepped and cleaned our guns. We were in a tall building which overlooked some kind of plaza. While the Winter Soldier had been looking for information about our target's whereabouts, I had been disposing of some of the men we knew for certain were part of his primary guard. With those men gone, the ones guarding him would be less trained in defending him and keeping an eye out for threats.<p>

The Winter Soldier rolled his eyes at me. "You know, I don't appreciate your doubt in my skills," he said, and while I knew the words were true, I could also detect the minor amusement in his tone. "Yes, he is definitely coming this way."

"Public execution is a new one for me," I said, placing six bullets into my gun. "So," I said at length, putting my now loaded and cleaned gun beside me. "Where do you want me to go?"

"I'll be in this building, on the top floor," he said. "I'm a better shot than you, however if, for whatever reason, I miss, I want you to be stationed and ready behind the grass patch just down the road."

I glanced out the window, saw the spot he indicated, and nodded. "There's decent cover there - there's are trees that I can hide behind, and the fence is useful as well."

"Just be careful," the Winter Soldier said seriously. "You'll be in an open area. Don't get seen."

I scoffed. "Please," I said indignantly. "If I couldn't hide myself from a few dim-witted civilians, I wouldn't be out here. Besides, they'll be too busy focusing on the cars." I shook my head. "God, I can't believe they want us to kill the _President._ What threat could he _possibly_ pose to Hydra?"

"He's arguably the biggest single powerhouse in the world," the Winter Soldier said calmly, putting his gun next to mine and standing up, then moving over to the open window. He sat himself down on said window, lifting his leg up so he could rest his arm on his knee. "His ideals are direct opposites of Hydra's, however there are other powerful men who either share the same way of thinking, or are already a part of Hydra, and so would be beneficial to Hydra if they were in positions of more power."

"Yes, but Hydra are nowhere near ready to reveal themselves. What's the point in killing him _now_ when Hydra can't in turn then do something productive? It doesn't make any sense."

The Winter Soldier sighed. "I don't know, Silver," he said lowly. "Trust me, I'd like to know their reasons for doing this as well, but our job is simply to do their dirty work, no questions asked. And you know what happens if we don't."

"We both get hurt," I answered solemnly. "And we're both forced to watch."

"Exactly. And as much as I don't want to be a puppet of Hydra, I'd much rather do that than watch as you're tortured to within a few inches of your life."

I smiled sadly at him, and nodded in agreement. I glanced out the window again and saw people were beginning to flock along the roadside. "I ought to go," I said, crouching down to pick up my gun. I turned to leave, but then spun around and said, "Don't miss. Like you said; you're a better shot than me, so if you miss then chances are I will as well."

He chuckled and said, "If worse comes to worst, I'm sure you can spare a throwing knife or two, yes?"

I smirked. "I suppose if I were to lose knives to anyone, the President of America would be a good candidate." I then turned and left, shaking my head slightly as I went.

* * *

><p>The area I was in was full of cars, but not many people. No, the people were all stood on the grass in front of the fence, while I was hiding behind it, waiting in the shadows. There was a buzz of excitement from the crowd that suddenly grew louder, and I knew that to mean our target had come into sight.<p>

I waited a few moments, listening with keen ears.

_There!_

A shot, one which would be difficult to hear for ordinary ears, echoed over the plaza. I used that chance to grab my gun and position it over the top of the fence. The President was clearly still alive, but he was holding onto his neck. It was a good shot, but not fatal. I quickly aimed and fired my gun, just as another shot came from the building above me. I don't know who offered the killing shot, but with the way the President's head exploded (I've seen a few gruesome deaths, but that was just disgusting_)_ it didn't really matter. The man was dead, without a doubt.

After briefly checking that no one was close by, I grabbed my gun and darted towards the back of the Texas Book Depository, where I knew the Winter Soldier would be waiting. As soon as I was by his side he grabbed my hand with his flesh one and started pulling me away, both of us sprinting as fast as we could. It wasn't unusual for us to make a quick escape, however with such an important target it was doubly important that we got the heck out of there as fast as we could.

We managed to get a mile away from the scene within two minutes, making sure to stay out of sight as much as possible. We paused to catch our breaths, although neither of us were particularly tired.

"Where are we?" I asked after a minute of silence.

"River Street," he answered quickly.

"How close is that to Reverchon Park?" The park was our meeting place with one of Hydra's Texan contacts, who had agreed to take us to the airport, where the plane was waiting to take us back to wherever it was we were before we left.

"A mile or so," he said calmly.

I frowned, looking at him. "And when did you suddenly become so knowledgeable about Dallas?"

He smirked, then said, "You think I _didn't_ plan an escape route? I knew you would never think to do so, so I did it for you."

I stared at him for a few seconds, then rolled my eyes. "In my defence, you've been at this since the 40s."

"I was in cryo-freeze for most of that," he pointed out. "You have yet to be frozen, am I right?"

"Well, you're not wrong," I murmured. "Though I have a feeling that's going to change after this mission. I've reached what Hydra like to call my 'peak physical age', which means you and I will be frozen together this time, I think."

"How old are you now?"

I shrugged. "I don't know what year it is," I said vaguely as we dumped our guns in a bush for someone to find later (you were rather conspicuous walking down a street with a large rifle strapped to your back (I was glad I'd decided to leave my blades on the plane)).

"It's November 1963," he supplied as he offered his metal arm to me. It was a technique we'd established to keep his rather obvious metal limb from view - he would wear long sleeves to hide most of it, and then I would hold his hand and walk close to him to hide the rest. I never told him I really loved this more intimate side of our partnership - and why would I? No doubt it would ruin it completely.

I pondered for a few seconds, then told him, "That would make me 27." I then frowned. "Why do you know this and I don't?" I asked, frowning.

He smirked at me. "I'm proactive," he stated in a teasing tone. "As soon as we arrived in Texas, I looked up the date. I like to know where I am, when I am and, if possible, who I'm killing."

"So do I," I said. "Apparently I just do it more slowly."

"Either that or we have different priorities."

I chuckled. "It's probably a bit of both," I said as we crossed the road. The streets were busy, but there was that anxious chatter that told us the news of the President's death had already reached this area.

We made the rest of the walk in silence, meandering through the crowded streets, trying not to draw attention to ourselves. A few times I thought I saw someone giving us a narrowed-eyed look, but didn't have time to look back and check before either we or they were swallowed up by the crowd.

The polished red car that we knew to be our ride was waiting for us on the western border of the park. We wordlessly got into the back, and the man behind the wheel wordlessly started the car and drove towards the airport.

The whole drive - short though it was - was silent, and when we arrived at the airport there wasn't so much as a 'goodbye' or a 'thank you'. The Winter Soldier and I had appearances to uphold. It wasn't just us anymore. We had to go back to being stone-faced, cold, and quiet.

The plane was different to the one we'd flown over in. It was bigger. The reason for this became apparent when we entered, finding there were four people inside. One was the man with the ushanka, another was a man who had grey hair and looked very familiar, a third was a young blonde male, and the fourth was a woman with pristine red nails, red lips, and black hair. She was extremely beautiful, although her eyes were cold and there was a sinister smile on her lips.

"Ah, there you are," the grey haired man said with a smile. "We've already heard the news. I must say it was quite daring to not only eliminate the target in broad daylight, but also with a large crowd nearby. Daring, but undoubtedly impressive."

We stared at him, not saying a word.

"Who was it that killed him?" the woman asked, her smile turning into more of a smirk.

Knowing the Winter Soldier didn't like to speak to these sorts of people, I answered instead. "It's difficult to tell; we both fired shots at the same time."

"Well, either way, it was tremendously dramatic," she said with a white-toothed grin.

"You do not remember who I am, do you?" the grey haired man asked.

I shook my head, but then was surprised when the Winter Soldier spoke, his voice lower than usual. It sounded appropriately dangerous. "You are Christopher Pierce. You served in the 101st during the war. You also were the one to choose Silverthorn for training."

I looked at the man, but even with the information the Winter Soldier provided I couldn't remember him beyond the vague tickling in the back of my head which showed some kind of recognition.

The man now to be known as Pierce raised an eyebrow. "Interesting," he murmured, before turning to me. "But you remember nothing?" I shook my head, brows furrowed slightly.

"Well," the young man said with a crooked smile, "this is quite intriguing." I glanced at him, frowning deeply when almost instantly there were loud alarm bells ringing in my head. "You are quick and efficient, it seems. How long were you given? Three days?"

The Soldier and I nodded.

"And yet it was completed in just over a day," the woman said, sounding impressed. I still hadn't taken my eyes off the blonde man. I knew him. I _knew_ I knew him. If only I could remember why. It might explain why the very sight of him made me want to dig my blades into his throat.

It took a few minutes, during which time I completely tuned out the conversation going on around me, but then when the man met my eyes the memory snapped into place. I let out a loud cry, clutching my head and sinking to my knees as the knowledge surged forth.

Alexander Pierce. Son of Christopher Pierce. The boy I'd first seen in the Hydra facility in America. Future S.H.I.E.L.D. Agent and future councilman. The man who would order the death of Director Nicholas J. Fury. The man who would cause the deaths of so many honest men and women.

By the time the tidal wave of memories (and the hatred and anger that accompanied them) had settled and I once again became aware of my surroundings, the plane had fallen silent. All eyes were on me.

"What do you remember?" the man in the hat asked, his accent thick.

I slowly staggered to my feet, staring at the young man again, who was looking at me with a curious but slightly condescending expression. "You're Alexander Pierce. I met you once, eleven years ago. You..." I winced, rubbing my head. "You were with your father. I was..." I frowned. The next bit was hazy. "There was someone else," I muttered. "I had a sparring match with them."

"Yes, and you won," the older Pierce said. "Quite quickly too."

"Who did I fight?" I asked.

He hesitated, before saying, "Her name was Dremora." I winced as the name sent a pang of pain through both my head and my heart. "She died not long after she arrived. Didn't survive the serum."

This all sounded so familiar, and the simmering fury in my heart was familiar too. Why? What had happened? Who was she?

"With all due respect," the woman drawled, carelessly picking at one of her immaculate nails, "I think it is time we got down to business."

"Yes, of course," the hatted man said with his heavy accent. "The Winter Soldier is to go back to Russia with me," he said - _so _that's _where we were originally stationed_ - before glancing at me. "Silverthorn is to go with Miss Cartwright to San Francisco. Miss Cartwright will be teaching her a new tactic for your skills."

"Yes, indeed," Miss Cartwright said with a smile. "My task is to teach you how to utilise your feminine side," she said, winking at me, while I simply raised an eyebrow in response. "Don't worry, honey, you'll be back with your Soldier before next summer."

I almost retorted that he wasn't _my Soldier_, but knew that that would most likely only provoke punishment, so I kept my mouth shut, nodded my head, and then finally sat myself down as the pilot announced we were about to take off.


	6. 6 - The Birth of Cynthia Jones

**A/N: Hi guys. No Winter Soldier in this one, sorry. But, don't worry, he'll be back next chapter ;)**

**Big thanks to Bluebox345, wandering with the wind, vanugh, cookie135, arthurcurrs, bunny-chan66, Toujours-Pur-XXX, ElliGordon and wicca7002 for following/favouriting. :)**

**Review Response(s):**

**loqui2332: I don't know whether to answer that in English or Spanish, but, since I can't actually speak Spanish, I'll stick to English. First, I'm glad you're enjoying it so far. Second, I don't know whether or not I'm doing civil war yet. Depends on how both this story series and the movie turns out.**

* * *

><p><strong>6 - The Birth of Cynthia Jones<strong>

"Welcome to my humble abode!" Magnolia Cartwright said, flamboyantly throwing open her doors - yes, she had two doors, not one - and stepping aside so I could see her villa.

The walls and floors and all the inside stonework was a gleaming white, and a grand staircase led up to the other floor. It was all very open, and the design was something that rang a _very_ dim bell in my head. I must have seen something similar in the past.

"It's very impressive, ma'am," I said. I'd been instructed to call her 'ma'am' by the woman herself. She was my superior now. And my instructor.

"I'm glad you like it," she said, preening. She then dramatically raised her hands and clapped twice. Instantly a gaggle of women dressed in baby pink dresses appeared, forming a neat line in front of the staircase. "These women are to wait on you for the duration of your stay," Magnolia told me. "But they will also aid me in teaching you etiquette. While I will be showing you how to dress and do your hair (among other things), they will be teaching you how to stand, walk, talk and eat like a lady. You will no doubt find that you will sometimes need such skills during your missions."

I nodded. "Of course, ma'am."

She smiled. "And while you are here I will not call you Silverthorn. That is a name you will have to abandon whenever you are required to be a lady. Thus, from now on, I shall call you... Ursula Jones, I think."

"Ursula Jones," I repeated slowly, tasting the name on my tongue. Honestly, I hated it. But it wasn't my choice.

Magnolia grimaced. "Oh, gosh, on second thought, that name doesn't suit you at all!" She hummed, then turned to her maids. "Girls, I want you each to list off a name to me, and I shall pick my favourite. Just a first name - I think Jones is a safe surname to go with."

"Jennifer."

"Scarlett."

"Maria."

"Anya."

"Cynthia."

"Vanessa."

"Lillian."

"Yvonne."

"Cecilia."

"Iris."

"Ruby."

Magnolia hummed thoughtfully again. "Cynthia," she decided on in the end. "Cynthia Jones is to be your formal name."

"Yes, ma'am."

"Excellent." Magnolia turned back to her servants. "Aimee, please lead Miss Jones to her room."

The only red haired woman stepped forward and bobbed into a curtsy in front of me. "If you'll follow me, ma'am," she said in a sweet but low voice, before turning and leading the way up the giant staircase. While her footsteps made little echoing taps, mine were soundless. Years of practice tended to do that.

Aimee led me to a room that was extravagantly furnished and everything was clearly very expensive.

"This is a beautiful room," I said to her, keeping my voice quiet enough that it wouldn't be heard on the other side of the open door.

"Only the best for Miss Cartwright's guests," Aimee said with a polite smile.

"So what is expected of me first?"

"That is my duty," an older woman said, her greying hair pulled into a tight and extraordinarily neat bun. "Thank you, Aimee, you may return to your other duties." Aimee curtsied again, then left the room quickly. The woman turned back to me. "While Miss Cartwright will be your teacher for most things to do with appearance, for tonight she has asked that I find you the correct apparel for dinner."

"Of course," I said, detecting that this woman was also above me in status, and so I had to follow her instructions to the letter. Not that I minded - even though I secretly loved the leather armour I wore on missions, I missed being able to dress up like a woman.

"Do you have a favourite colour, Miss Jones?"

I blinked, then said, "Honestly, I don't remember."

The old woman smiled. "That's quite alright. I'll just pick based on what I assume will suit you." She looked me over briefly, then disappeared into what I assumed to be a closet of some kind. After a minute of ruffling fabric, she came out with an elegant, silk dress that was dark blue with silver details, and a pair of pale blue heeled shoes. "If you'll allow me...?"

"Oh, yes, of course." I quickly began to unbuckle my armour, not failing to notice the woman's incredulous look as I pulled out twenty throwing knives and four daggers in addition to the two visible blades and single visible gun. When I was stood in little more than my skin she approached me with the dress and pulled it on over my head. The dress was incredibly silky, with a wide neckline and form-fitting sleeves. The skirt hovered a few inches off the ground. I had a feeling it was supposed to be closer to the floor than it was, but with the serum I was injected with, I became a little taller than the average woman. When I slipped into my shoes, the skirt was lifted even higher.

The woman then sat me down in front of a white vanity table and began to fiddle with my hair, wrapping it intricately and keeping into in place with so many pins it wasn't long before I thought there was probably more metal on my head than hair.

She smiled at me. "That is adequate for tonight. You are lucky you have such a flawless face, otherwise we could have been here for another hour!"

I smiled at her. "I was physically enhanced many years ago," I told her. "It stopped most skin blemishes from appearing. Believe me, I didn't used to be like this."

She smiled wanly, then said, "Miss Cartwright will no doubt be waiting for you in the dining room. It is the second door to the right of the staircase as you walk down it. Is that all, Miss Jones?"

"Yes, you've done beautifully. Thank you." I spoke with genuine sincerity in my tone, and the smile was also sincere. The woman curtsied, before disappearing out of the room. As soon as she was gone, I rolled my eyes. "I can't believe I'm being forced to do this," I grumbled. I did indeed like how I looked, and it was nice to feel like an ordinary woman again, but I knew I would be much more comfortable facing off fifty highly trained soldiers than sitting in a room with half a dozen boring, pompous rich people discussing incredibly dull things like politics or the latest fashions. At least if the war was still going on I'd be at least slightly interested in the topic. Swallowing back my derision, I walked down to the dining room, cringing as the uncomfortable shoes rubbed against my heels.

I already knew this was going to be a _long_ stay.

* * *

><p>"Can't sleep?"<p>

I turned around to see Magnolia wearing a white nightdress, over which was a red silk robe.

"No, ma'am."

"Whyever not?"

I hesitated. "The bed is too soft," I said at last. "I've spent so long sleeping on a bed that is little more than a stretched piece of material, and now I am provided the luxury of a proper bed. It is disorientating - like I'm going to sink right through the mattress."

"I can find you a firmer mattress if it will make you more comfortable."

I stared at her in shock. "I wouldn't want to trouble you with my comfort-"

"Nonsense," Magnolia said strongly. "You'll be here for a while, and while our brothers and sisters over in Russia might not care for your wellbeing, I know you are more likely to work efficiently if you are well fed, comfortable and have had a good amount of sleep."

I resisted the urge to gape at her, instead simply smiling and saying, "Thank you, ma'am." The two of us fell into silence, until I broke it and cautiously said, "Permission to speak freely, ma'am?"

Magnolia arched a perfectly formed eyebrow. "Granted."

"How did you get involved in all this? With Hydra?"

Magnolia smiled tightly. "I tried to take them down."

I frowned. "And somehow ended up recruited?"

Magnolia hummed. "My father fought in the U.S. army during the war, and he was killed by a weapon built by Hydra. I was just a girl at the time, but I made it my life purpose to get revenge for his death. I broke into a Hydra base and was immediately captured by a girl who couldn't have been much older than I - I was only fifteen. For someone so young, she was very strong! Anyway, while I was held in a prisoner cell I had the ideals of the new Hydra drilled into my head. World peace brought about by control. Something in me found the idea extremely beautiful. It wasn't long before I'd signed myself over."

"And you train their female soldiers?"

Magnolia chuckled. "No, no. You're the first. I get them information - the same way you will by the time you're finished here."

"Seduction," I said.

Magnolia smiled. "If you want to see it that way. More often than not the men don't need help to be drawn in. As soon as they see something they like, it's like they're iron and you're a magnet. Barely any work involved at all."

I bit my bottom lip, before saying, "With all due respect, ma'am, I'm not sure I'm the best person for the job. I'm more muscles than curves, and a lot of men seem put off by a woman who has to look down to look them in the eye."

Magnolia chuckled. "To some, yes. To others, your being taller than them makes you a bigger challenge. It is impossible to properly work out how a man's mind works, but there will always be those who see a challenge when they see a taller woman. And you do yourself no credit - while you may pack a solid punch, you still have all your feminine curves as well. And if there is still doubt, there are ways to rectify that."

"I do hope you don't plan to squeeze me into a corset," I stated dryly, and Magnolia laughed, her voice like tinkling bells.

"Nothing quite so dramatic, I promise," she said with a smile. She placed a delicate hand on my shoulder. "Go back to bed, Cynthia. Even if you do not sleep, you can still rest."

"Yes, ma'am," I said, inclining my head slightly, before lightly brushing past her and heading back to my assigned bedroom.

* * *

><p>I had been in San Francisco for just over a month. In that time, Magnolia had brutally drilled me on how to choose the perfect dress and how to do my hair in about three dozen different designs (most of which involved at least one braid of some kind). In addition to that I was taught how to walk and eat and God only knows how many other things like a lady should.<p>

My back protested the torture for weeks, but then just a few days ago it finally stopped aching. Shoes with three inch heels were apparently the current fashion favourite, so I'd learnt how to walk in said shoes (without wobbling or bending my knees to compensate for the uneven foot position).

Today, Magnolia was going to attend a party. And she was dragging me with her, having decided it was time for me to be 'introduced to the new world', whatever that meant. So that was why I was stood in front of my mirror in a crimson red, knee-length party dress, with shining red shoes, braiding the top of my hair. The rest of my blonde locks had been puffed up so my hair was about twice its usual size. In my ears were a pair of outrageously large, gold hoops. My eyelashes were thick with black mascara, my lips were red, and so were my nails. Basically, I was the perfect image of _red_.

I thought I looked pretty ridiculous, but my personal maid, Julia, was practically tearing up she was grinning so wide. She was bubbly by nature, but apparently my outfit sent her over the edge, as she wouldn't stop saying how '_perfect'_ and _'charming'_ I looked.

Finally having enough of her constant chatter (and finally finishing off my hair), I turned around and placed a firm hand on each of her shoulders. "Julia," I said sternly, and she immediately pursed her lips together, though she was still smiling. "Take a deep breath, darling," I said with a grin, having discovered she actually liked being called that - this woman had more than a few strange idiosyncrasies.

"Sorry, Miss Jones," she said, bowing her head. "It's just... This is your first party! And you've dressed up so perfectly I just couldn't _not_ say anything."

"I don't mind you making a comment," I told her, still grinning. "You don't need to go on and on and on, though."

She blushed. "Sorry, miss."

I squeezed her shoulder gently, silently telling her it was fine. I then turned away and went into my closet. After making sure Julia couldn't see me, I started to strap knives and daggers (and my single pistol) to my skin, so they were hidden by my dress. Old habits die hard, and innocent little Julia didn't actually know the truth behind the reason for my etiquette training. She didn't know who - _what_ - I was. And I didn't want to be the one to drop that particular bombshell on her.

When I came back into my room, Julia was busy sorting out the mess I'd made on my vanity table.

"You know you didn't have to do that," I said, making her jump.

"How on Earth can you walk so quietly in heels?" she asked, clearly without thinking, because a second later her eyes widened and she placed her hands over her mouth, cheeks flaming. "I'm sorry, that was far too-"

I chuckled. "It's fine. I may be forced to act like it, but I'm about the furthest thing from a 'proper lady' as you can get." I smiled. "And in answer to your question, I've just had lots of practice." I glanced at the clock on the wall. "Oops. I should have been downstairs like... almost ten minutes ago. Bye, Julia!"

"Have fun, Miss Jones!" she called after me as I darted out of the room. After checking no one was looking, I swung myself over the railings of the second floor indoor balcony, landing on the balls of my feet so I didn't snap my heels. I then walked briskly outside, where Magnolia was already waiting. "Sorry I'm late, ma'am; I had to make a few last minute touches to my hair."

Magnolia turned and smiled at me. "It's fine - we can afford to be fashionably late. And it seems your extra efforts paid off - you look stunning. Red suits you."

I smiled sheepishly. "Thank you, ma'am."

Magnolia shook her head. "For tonight you're not my student. You're my friend. So, please, call me Magnolia."

I nodded. "As you wish."

Magnolia turned and headed towards the sleek, black car that was waiting for us. While she went to the far side, I climbed in to the closest side, a man in a smart suit holding the door open for me. I smiled slightly in thanks to him.

Once we were moving, Magnolia turned to me. "I just want to reiterate: this is _not_ a mission. No end goal. No plan. Just putting your training into practice in the real world. Understood?"

"Of course."

Magnolia nodded. "Good. Now, I'm meeting a few friends there. You are to be on your best behaviour, and don't be afraid to show off you womanly assets."

I pursed my lips. "I... don't think I'll be doing that, Magnolia. It _really_ isn't one of my skills."

Magnolia laughed. "There you go again, talking like what is natural has to first be learned. Cynthia, honey, when are you going to understand that being a woman shouldn't require any effort beyond picking the right clothing? Let the men come to you and worship the very ground beneath your feet."

I raised an eyebrow at her. "The day that happens is the day I tie myself to a chair and offer myself to be shipped to Africa," I stated dully.

Magnolia rolled her eyes. "Keep the cynicism in check, hon. It is unbecoming of a lady."

"Unfortunately it goes against my nature to be a lady," I muttered under my breath, and Magnolia giggled.

"You certainly are a strange woman," she agreed with a wide smile. "Nothing wrong with that, of course, although you are arguably the strangest I've ever come across."

I stared at her, then blinked and pointed out, "I killed the President."

She smiled, that dark gleam that I hadn't seen since the day I met her appearing in her eyes. And I finally worked out what it was: blood lust. "Yes, that's very true." She sighed through her nose. "Well," she chirped, brightening again, "we'll be at our destination in just a moment. Remember - back straight, hands flat, and impeccable manners. One of my friends - Francesco Deviano - comes from a high-born family in Italy, and I've even singing praises about you louder than a canary. So don't disappoint."

I almost rolled her eyes with how much importance she put on a good first impression, but instead simply nodded my head.


	7. 7 - An Overlap of Duty

**A/N: BUCKY'S BACK! Just like I promised :)**

**Big thanks to: Alybaly1, mia-secret's, blondieluver612, Lara Barnes, JollyBananaStuff, BrokenStrings99 and KacyLee for following/favouriting. Thanks, guys :3**

**Review Response(s):**
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* * *

><p><strong>7 - An Overlap of Duty<strong>

The room was full of dancing and twirling bodies, a lot of glitter, and a band playing on a wooden stage above the rest of the room.

Magnolia took my hand and led me through the crowd, my red dress and her purple dress with white polka dots drawing the eyes of both men and women. My blonde hair and her black were so starkly contrasting that they both somehow acted like beacons, even though there were many other blondes and many other black haired people in the packed room.

She pulled me towards a table with four men sat there, talking in low tones. Two were wearing black suits, one a grey suit, and the third was wearing some kind of... robe. He was dark skinned, so I assumed it was something to do with his culture.

The man in the grey suit smiled at Magnolia. On closer inspection I noticed they had the same hair colour and eye colour, and even had the same nose. Siblings. "Magnolia!" he declared grandly, smiling. "Have a seat! And your friend, too!"

Magnolia smiled. "Nice to see you again, Peter. Don't mind if I do."

Magnolia sat on the end of the left chair while I perched myself on the end of the right, next to one of the men in a black suit.

"So, what brings my baby sister to this end of the city?" Peter asked, leaning back against the wall.

"I wanted to introduce Cynthia here to Francesco," Magnolia replied with a white-toothed, charming smile. "I felt it was finally time they met."

"Ah, sì," the man on Peter's other side said (he was also wearing a black suit). "I have heard a lot about you, Madonna Cynthia." He held out a hand, and I stretched mine out too, expecting him to shake it. But instead he took my hand and placed a kiss on my knuckles, never taking his eyes off my face. "I must say you look extremely beautiful," he said bluntly.

I plastered a genuine-looking but completely fake smile on my face. "The pleasure is all mine, messere." The words came without forethought, and for a moment I was confused as to where the foreign language came from, but then figured it must have been something I learned a while ago. Something I'd since forgotten I'd learnt at all.

He raised his eyebrows. "You speak Italiano?"

I shook my head. "Regrettably not. I know a word or two, but no more than that."

He hummed. "Do you speak any other languages fluently?"

I nodded. "Yes, actually. I am fluent in Russian. I spent a few years there."

"During the war?"

"No, long after. From..." I frowned, pretending to be thinking it over. "From '58, I think, to the beginning of '62," I lied.

"Ah, I see." Francesco smiled at me, then glanced at the others. "Allow me to introduce my associates," he said. "Peter Cartwright, as I'm sure you already know, as well as Wolfgang Schmidt, from Germany, and Abbas Achar, from Syria."

I sent them my customary smile. "A pleasure, gentlemen," I said, bowing my head slightly. I then turned to Magnolia. "Would you like a drink?"

She hummed. "Oh, that would be lovely, hon. I'll have a cuba libre, with extra ice and no lime."

I nodded my head , getting up and heading towards the bar, seating myself at one of the wooden stools. The barman asked what I wanted, and I ordered the cuba libre along with, and I quote, "Something with enough whiskey to knock out a horse. But make it taste nice."

He sent me an odd look, but wandered off to get my order anyway. While I sat waiting for the drinks, a man sat himself next to me. I looked him over quickly, his closeness causing the 'lady' part of my mind to be replaced by the much larger assassin part. He was tall, broad shouldered and clearly very rich, if the expensive suit and jewellery he was wearing were any indication. He looked fit, however a quick examination of his physique told me he'd be heavy-footed in a fight. And that was if he could even fight at all.

"You all alone, sugar?" he asked, a slight slur in his voice.

"No, actually," I said, oddly far more comfortable with him than I had been with Magnolia and her friends. Threats and fights were something I was used to. Flirting and socialising...? Not so much. "If you look over my left shoulder you'll see a table at which are sat four men and a woman. They're my companions for tonight."

"Then why are you here while they're all the way back there?" he asked, leaning in a little closer. I couldn't tell if it was because he was drunk and therefore was unsteady, or because he was going to attempt to make a move on me.

"Magnolia asked for a drink, and I fancied one myself."

"What're you getting?"

"I don't know," I answered. "I'm letting the barman choose for me."

"A risky decision. Gareth's been known to make some deathly cocktails."

"Oh, believe me, I'm counting on it," I said. I knew I couldn't get drunk, but give me enough strong drinks and I'd be able to feel a tingle in my body for a few minutes.

The barman - Gareth, apparently - appeared then, handing me two glasses. One was clearly Magnolia's cuba libre, while the other was a red colour. I went to stand, intending to return to my table, but the rich man caught my wrist, slightly spilling Magnolia's drink.

"Where you going, dollface?"

"Back to my table."

"Did I say you could leave?"

I rolled my eyes. "Did you say I couldn't?" I challenged. "Let me go and deliver my friend her drink."

"Only if you swear to come back to me."

Groaning, I nodded. "Fine, fine. Just give me a second."

He let go of my wrist. I walked over to Magnolia and placed her drink on the table. She beamed up at me. "Thanks, hon." Then she saw my irate expression. "Cynthia, what's wrong?"

"Trouble," I murmured, knowing she'd understand.

She sighed heavily, then said, "If you must do this, at least take it outside."

Smirking devilishly, I nodded and headed back to the man. "You got a name, sailor?" I asked, leaning against the bar but not sitting down.

"Brian," he said.

"Well, Brian, what do you say to you and I stepping outside for a minute?"

He grinned and instantly wandered out, staggering into people as he went. Rolling my eyes, I quickly downed my drink, enjoying in the fruity taste whilst also relishing in the burn of the alcohol, before following him out.

He was slightly to my left. As I came to meet him I noticed he was stood at the entrance to an alleyway. Oh, I knew where this was going.

Predictably, as soon as I was in reach, he grabbed my arm and threw me against a wall.

He sneered. "You're just my type," he hissed loudly, spraying spit over my face. I grimaced. "Blonde. All curls and curves, but you've got muscle too, haven't you? I like a strong girl."

"You probably won't like me in a minute if you don't let go," I said calmly.

"Ooh, you've got balls, too." He loudly enhaled, shoving his nose into my hair. "I'm going to love making you scream."

Sighing in exasperation, I unstrapped a knife from my thigh and sliced upwards, cutting through cloth and skin. The man let out a loud cry, clutching in vain at the fifteen inch long laceration across his chest.

"I warned you," I said, kicking him squarely in the chest, making him collapse to the ground and cry out in agony. "You messed with the wrong girl, Brian."

"Bitch!" he cried, struggling to get back onto his feet. "Who the hell are you?"

"I'm Silverthorn," I said, advancing on him and using my full weight to keep him pinned to the ground. I wasn't oblivious to the fact my heel was digging into his wound either. "I am a trained assassin. Honestly, you had it easy."

"So you're going to kill me, huh?"

I smirked and shook my head. "No, I'm going to let you live so you can spend the rest of your life in fear of me and my kind. And perhaps it will also make it harder for you to find a woman when there is such a large, ugly scar across your torso." I smiled at him, then turned away, expecting to simply walk off.

Instead, to my surprise, there was a shadowed figure standing at the entrance to the alleyway. I calmly walked towards him, figuring he would just be another brute who thought he could take advantage of the lone woman.

But as I neared I started to notice familiar features. Brown hair. Stubble. And, of course, a metal arm.

"That was dramatic," he said dryly.

I shrugged. "He deserved a little flamboyancy." I frowned. "What are you doing here?"

"I'm here on a mission," he said. "I've got until midnight to get it done."

"Who's your target?"

"I don't know his name."

"What does he look like?"

"Black hair. Green eyes. Expected to be wearing a grey suit."

I groaned. "Brilliant." Sighing, I ran my hands down my face. "Your man is called Peter Cartwright. He's my etiquette trainer's brother."

"How is that going, by the way?"

I chuckled. "Oh, fabulously," I snarked sarcastically. I shook my head. "I can't believe I'm saying this, but I'd probably rather be frozen alive."

"That bad, huh?"

"Worse. At least Miss Cartwright is nice enough." I shrugged, then asked, "Do you want me to see if I can lure Peter out here?"

"It'll certainly help. Thanks, Silver."

"Hey, we're partners. It's what we do."

The Winter Soldier glanced over my shoulder. "I think your friend is going to be calling the cops before long."

"In that case we'll have to be doubly fast."

"You might want to make a trip to the restroom first," he pointed out, and I glanced down to see I was splattered with blood.

I smirked. "It's a good thing I wore a red dress, then." I winked at him - causing him to roll his eyes - before heading back to the party, unconsciously sashaying my hips a little more than usual. I ignored the other partiers and headed straight for the ladies' room, which was luckily empty.

I grabbed a few towels, wetted them, and then started to scrub myself clean of blood. It took a while, but by the end you couldn't tell I'd even been touched by the stuff.

I went back out and sat myself down again, smiling at Magnolia when she sent me a questioning look.

She sighed. "Well, as much as this talking is nice, I want to dance," she said with a grin. She wiggled her eyebrows at the Italian sitting in the corner. "Could I have this dance, Francesco?"

He smirked. "Isn't that supposed to be the man's line?" But nevertheless he nodded his head, prompting Peter to stand up to let the Italian out.

Peter turned to face me. "And what about you, beautiful Cynthia? Would you like a dance?"

I smiled coyly at him. "You know what, Mr Cartwright? It would be my genuine pleasure." I accepted the hand he offered and then took the lead, tugging him closer to the doorway, but no so close as to make it seem suspicious. We stood still for a few seconds, before the next song started and we began to dance along with it. His style of dancing was... odd. Familiar in the way it looked, but I felt that I was used to dancing a different style. Still, it wasn't too difficult to mirror, so before long we were twirling (unbeknownst to him of course) closer and closer to the door. By the end of the song, I was feigning being short of breath.

"I think I must go and cool down," I said, fanning myself with my hands.

"I'll join you," Peter said with a charming smile.

"Oh, no, you don't have to-"

"I insist. It wouldn't do for you to get attacked."

The insinuation behind his words made me grit my teeth, but before he could see my annoyance I was walking out the door. My eyes instantly swept my surroundings, and I spotted the Winter Soldier on the roof of the building opposite the bar.

I turned to Peter with a smile. "Thank you for accompanying me out here."

"I was merely doing what any gentleman would do," he said, taking my hand in both of his and placing a kiss on my knuckles, much like Francesco did. But Peter's lips lingered, and the look he gave me could only be described as lustful. I smile sweetly, pulling my hand away. I stepped back slightly, and as soon as I had distanced myself from him, a shot cracked the air. The man opposite me gaped, looking down at the perfectly placed bullet in his chest. He then collapsed. I sent the Winter Soldier a quick grin, before placing a frantic look on my face and rushing back into the party.

I battled my way through the crowds until I found my 'friend'. "Magnolia!" I cried, catching her attention.

She frowned, seeing my face. "Cynthia, honey, what is it?"

I took her hand and dragged her out. Magnolia let out a cry as soon as she saw her brother on the floor. She fell to her knees beside him, her hands shaking. "I'm sorry," I said quietly.

"No, no, nonononono. Peter! Pete, wake up, please! Wake up, I beg you." She fell into loud sobs, while I simply stood awkwardly to the side. I wasn't used to dealing with emotional people, but Magnolia was especially emotional, and as a result I was completely lost. Magnolia turned her head to me, eyes bloodshot, looking furious. "Find whoever did this. End them."

I hesitated, then nodded my head, before turning and walking calmly down the street.


	8. 8 - Target: Blonde Hair, Blue Eyes

**A/N: Hi guys :) I'm going to see Civil War in the cinema within the next few days and I am SO EXCITED! I can hardly wait XD**

**Big thanks to: Gin okami95, Eryniel Alasse, NESSAANCALIME6913, emsakeksa, TMNTGirl and LexiPexie08 for following/favouriting.**

**Review Response(s):**

**JollyBananaStuff: Yeah, well, Silver has a lot of walls. Only a few people can start to break them down ;)**

**Lara Barnes: Haha, I'm glad. Personally, I think they're cute together. But, then again, my opinion is biased.**

**Eryniel Alasse: A bit more information about the hows and whys to Silver's behaviour does start to trickle in within the next few chapters. And, I really didn't mean to make her seem like a Mary Sue. Hopefully it won't happen again :/**

**NESSAANCALIME6913: Magnolia doesn't know that, though :3**

* * *

><p><strong>8 - Target: Blonde Hair, Blue Eyes<strong>

The Winter Soldier was exactly where I expected him to be - behind the very building from which he'd shot Peter Cartwright.

"How badly does she want me dead?" he asked without preamble.

"Pretty badly, I'd say, considering she was still crying when she told me to find and kill the man responsible."

"So what are you going to do?" he asked, leaning against a wall and folding his arms over his chest. "Because you and I both know you're not going to kill me."

"I'll tell her the truth," I said. "That Hydra ordered her brother's death."

"Why?"

"Because I think they're testing us all."

The Winter Soldier frowned. "Testing us?"

I nodded. "I think they're testing the strength of our allegiance, both towards them and towards each other. If I kill you, they know they've failed in creating the bond between us they clearly want to exist. If I don't kill you, and instead go back and tell Magnolia who it was that killed her brother, however she reacts in response will show how loyal she is to Hydra. Or not, as I suspect the case may be."

"You think she'll betray them."

"Revenge was the reason she found them in the first place," I told him. "She wanted to avenge the death of her father. Something tells me the same thing will happen again."

"If that's the case I doubt she'll agree to keep training you."

I nodded. "Yeah, well, it's not like I have much left to learn. I just need practice - it's why I'm even here at all." I gestured to the buildings around, before I smiled. "Wait here. If I'm not back within the next ten minutes, assume that everything is continuing as usual. Otherwise, I'll be right back."

The Winter Soldier nodded. "Be careful - if she thinks you're a threat to her then she might attack."

I rolled my eyes. "She's eye candy, not a fighter. She knows that as well as I, and I doubt even in grief she'll be stupid enough to attack me."

"Just keep your eyes open."

I saluted, before spinning on my heel and walking back to Magnolia, who was now surrounded by half a dozen policemen, four cars, and most of the people who'd been in the party.

I pushed my way through the crowd and stopped directly in front of her. She was sat on the floor, exactly where she had been before, but her brother's body was gone, and there was a thick, grey blanket wrapped around her shoulders. It was December, after all. I didn't really feel the cold - presumably I'd gotten used to the snow and ice in Russia before my last wipe - so I turned down the coat offered to me by one of the policemen as I passed.

Magnolia lifted her head, her brows twitching into a slight frown when she saw me. "That was quick," she said lowly.

"That's because I didn't kill him," I answered in a quiet voice, sitting beside her.

Magnolia looked outraged. "Why not?!"

I sighed. "Because your brother's killer was the Winter Soldier." I heard her breath hitch and glanced at her. "Hydra ordered his death."

"And you're just an obedient puppet, aren't you?" Magnolia spat scornfully.

I snorted. "If it had been anyone else, Hydra or not, I would have done as you'd asked. But the Winter Soldier is my friend. My only friend. Not to mention he would fight back, and I would almost definitely lose."

"Why would they kill my brother?" Magnolia asked in a scratchy voice.

"My current theory is they want to test to see how much you'd be willing to go through in their name. They went too far, but they're testing the waters, as it were."

Magnolia snorted. "Well, they're not going to get anymore help from me." She glanced at me. "Which means you have to go too."

I nodded. "I figured as much. I told Shadow to wait for me."

She frowned. "Shadow?"

I smiled, deciding I could let her in on this little secret. "Shadow is what I call the Winter Soldier. The Winter Soldier is a servant of Hydra, but I call him Shadow to not only remind him that he's human, but also to remind him that he's my friend. It works both ways - he calls me Silver."

Magnolia smiled weakly. "I'm glad you've got a stalwart friend in him."

"So am I." I placed a hand on her shoulder. "You've been good to me, Magnolia, and I won't forget it. I hope one day we'll cross paths again."

Magnolia shook her head. "I do too, but I suspect I'll now be a target for Hydra. I won't survive that long."

I chuckled and said, "Maybe, maybe not." I stood up, then turned back to her. "Hydra use a machine to wipe my memories, but every now and then I remember something. Seek out the Strategic Homeland Intervention, Enforcement and Logistics Division - or S.H.I.E.L.D., if you prefer. Technically I shouldn't even know they exist, but I do know for certain that they're the good guys. And I'm sure, once you prove yourself to them, they can keep you safe from Hydra."

Magnolia nodded. "Thank you," she said through a tight voice.

I nodded. "Until next time, Magnolia." I then turned around and headed back to the Winter Soldier, who was exactly where he'd been when I left.

"She didn't want you around, huh?"

"I think she did," I said lowly as we started walking, presumably back to the place the Winter Soldier had been told to meet our superiors. "But I think she also knew she couldn't. It's fine - I don't blame her."

"Hydra will be after her now."

"I told her where to go to hide," I informed him, tucking my arm around his once he'd discarded of his rather conspicuous weapon. As usual, we clasped fingers in order to help hide his metal arm, although today it was a little more difficult, since he was wearing his personal Hydra armour, which didn't have a sleeve on his left arm. Still, I clung to him anyway. And the Winter Soldier didn't point out that doing this was pointless - no, he held onto my hand just as tightly.

We walked in silence for several minutes, until we reached what appeared to be a private landing strip for the plane that was waiting for us. It was small, leaving barely enough space even for just the two of us. And I was glad we wouldn't have to go back to being the silent, cold assassins Hydra expected us to be just yet; I wanted to catch up with my best friend.

* * *

><p>When we finally got off the plane, having landed back in Russia, I was wrapped securely in the Winter Soldier's arms. I was freezing, having not had the chance to change out of my short, sleeveless dress.<p>

I eagerly welcomed the warmth of the indoors, and the Winter Soldier let go of me, though I noticed he squeezed me slightly before doing so. I knew why - I was back before I was called. I would have to do some explaining, and unless I worded it exactly right, I'd probably be in for a bit of a beating.

If all went well, we'd be immediately sent towards the storage facility to be frozen. For me, it would be the first time. For the Winter Soldier, it would be the eleventh or twelfth.

We walked into the control room, where the highest of the high (when it came to position) stayed. They all turned to face us when we entered.

The familiar man wearing the ushanka walked forward, narrowing his eyes at me. "_What are you doing back here so early, thorn of silver?_" My mind automatically made the switch from English to Russian.

"_After the Soldier killed Peter Cartwright, Miss Cartwright refused to continue training me. So I came back here with him._"

The man bared his teeth. "_And why didn't you kill her? She's a traitor to Hydra!_"

"_I was given no orders, sir. I am not to act without first being instructed._"

He sniffed, looking at me with distaste, before turning away from me and facing the Winter Soldier, who stood still, silent and stone-faced. "_Mission report._"

"_Target was dead after a single bullet to the heart,_" he reported emotionlessly. "_Time of death was 22:47._"

The man nodded, before waving his hand in a dismissive gesture. "_Go down to the storage room to be prepped. Both of you._"

The Winter Soldier and I nodded our heads, before leaving the room together. It was a five minute walk through winding corridors, and though I was sure I'd never made the walk before, I seemed to know where I was going.

The Winter Soldier stopped just in front of the door and looked at me. "The first time is the worst. Just try to stay calm - it's worse when you wake up if you were panicking when you went in."

I nodded my head, and he went into the room with me following behind.

As it turned out, being 'prepped' involved being stripped down to our underwear and sprayed with cold water. We were then shoved - literally shoved - into large containers, the doors to which were then locked behind us. I laid back against the metal casing and closed my eyes, trying to keep my heart rate from sky-rocketing. Which was difficult when the box filled with freezing air. It was colder in the box than it was out in the open, Russian air.

My last thought before I was consumed by darkness was: _How much time am I going to lose whilst I'm in this thing?_

* * *

><p>"<em>Faites-la sortir de là!<em>"

I groaned as I was pulled out of my box, my limbs shaking as they fought off the last of the cold.

"Put some clothes on the woman and get her ready for a fresh wipe," I heard a voice say, and I frowned. That was the same accent as mine. Was I in England? No, the first person had spoken in... what was that? French?

"What... What y-year is it?" I croaked, not expecting an answer to my question even as the words left my lips.

So I was surprised when a kind, female voice answered, "It's 1982, dear."

I lifted my head to see a woman with greying hair and a friendly smile on her lips. She was one of the people carrying me from my icy prison. "Where..." I coughed against the tight feeling in my throat. "Where is the Winter Soldier?"

"He's still in cryo-freeze, like he has been for the last five years." Five years? He must have come out since I'd been put away. "You've got a mission, Silverthorn. Alone."

I nodded weakly, unable to fight as I was roughly dressed in my familiar armoured clothes. Then I was shoved onto the metal chair that I knew would painfully extract my memories. I didn't fight as the machine held me down, didn't fight as I watched the two spiked plates move to clamp down on my skull. The only time I fought was when the electricity shot through my brain, frying every cell in my head that contained a memory. But even then I didn't fight long. I fell into darkness again before more than twenty seconds passed.

* * *

><p>When I opened my eyes, my first thought was <em>Shadow.<em>

It was strange - the more I was shoved into that infernal chair, the easier it became to remember my partner.

"Silverthorn."

I looked up, and saw a man with a rather outrageous moustache standing in front of me. "Sir?" I asked, showing I was ready and waiting for my instructions. I wondered if the Winter Soldier would join me, but something tickling at the back of my head told me he wouldn't.

"You have a new task," he said, with a thick, French accent. He passed me a picture of a woman with strawberry-blonde hair and _very_ blue eyes. She was clear-skinned and, judging by the style of her hair and clothes, quite well-off, too. I raised my head, waiting for the additional information I knew would be coming. "She's a Level 2 - nothing too difficult. I want her dead within ten hours. But make it look like an accident."

I nodded. "It will be done."

He bobbed his head sharply once. "Good." He stepped to the side. "Well, get going! _Pas de temps à perdre!_"

I stepped past the man, moving into a room stocked full of weapons and other methods of killing. I moved over to a table full of powders and picked up three different vials - one white, one blue, and one crimson red. I didn't know what each of the powders were called, but I knew what they did. On their own, they were fairly harmless - the first was a sleeping draught, the second something which forced you to throw up, and the third slowed your heartbeat. But when you mixed them together they would stimulate the body to go through something very similar to a stroke - and indeed, as far as I knew, even forensic science couldn't differentiate between a genuine stroke and a forced one. I knew these were exactly what I needed.

As I stepped outside, I was immediately struck by how warm it was. "Where the hell am I?" I muttered to myself, looking around at all the buildings, and, more interestingly, the sea. I shook my head free of the distraction and headed down into the main town. Since I had no vehicle waiting for me, I could only assume my target was close by. So that meant a recon session.

It only took me a few hours to find my target. She was walking around with a young girl who was probably her daughter, with a glass bottle of some coloured drink in her hand. The daughter looked no older than twenty. Having already mixed the three different vials of powder, I simply had to find a way to add them to the woman's drink without her noticing.

As it turned out, I had my chance when the two women were called away by shouts. A brief glance as I dashed towards the abandoned drinks showed them to be surrounded by people, who looked to be admirers. This only proved my initial thoughts about my target's importance.

I grabbed my target's drink and poured in the mixture of powders, carefully swirling them until they were completely dissolved. The drink was slightly darker in shade, but it wasn't noticeable unless you really looked. I disappeared from sight just as the crowd around the two women finally dispersed. The two girls continued on, having apparently forgotten about their beverages. I cursed to myself, but then found myself lucky when a passer-by grabbed their drinks and called out to the women. They thanked him, accepting their drinks back, before continuing on.

I made sure the woman had finished her drink before moving forward to make sure the powders did their job properly. Unfortunately, they then got into a car and drove away. Without a vehicle of my own, I couldn't follow them. I could only trust that the powders would do their job.

I headed back to the base, entering unhindered. After that though, I was immediately met by three armed men, who ordered me to follow them. They then led the way back to the room where the freeze machine was kept.

The French-speaking man was waiting. He raised his eyebrow. "That was quick," he said, that thick accent appearing again.

"I was unable to confirm the death of my target," I told him honestly, keeping a straight face. "She consumed the powders, so I am without doubt they will kill her within an hour."

He narrowed his eyes at me, before breathing out through his nose and nodded. "_Elle préparer pour la congelation,_" he instructed the people around him, who all nodded. They grabbed me and stripped me bare, before showering me in water. I stood still, feeling the familiarity in this action.

I then walked calmly into my box, leaning back and closing my eyes as the door was closed. My mind fell blissfully blank as the ice washed quickly over me.

* * *

><p><strong>Just an apology for you French-speakers out there if I did something horribly wrong. I can only speak basic French.<strong>


End file.
